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VI 

prose, and is made a vehicle for those 
abortive ideas, brought into existence by 
the false fervour of a depraved imagina- 
tion. 



However, agreeably to the adage, that 
** All is not evil,*' the Author has endea- 
voured to ascertain if any " Good** exists 
in the aforesaid productions* The result 
must be determined by the Public; and, it 
is humbly hoped, as the Poems are princi* 
pally intended for the gratification and 
amusement of the ^* Ladies,** that the 



Vll 



" Lords" will look with an eye of consi- 
deration on the construction; — formed, in- 
deed, of such slight materials, that the 
" Breath of the breeze" may demolish and 
sweep away the " Frail fragments" of the 
Author's labour. 



INTRODUCTORY LINES. 



Go, stem the torrent's rapid force — 
Check the wild falcon in her course — 
Hurl from its base, the tow'ring rock, 
And turn aside the lightning's shock. 
Level the mountain with the plain — 
Dash back the billows of the main ! 
These, these, proud Man, may yield to thee ; 
And more than these perchance may be 



10 INTRODUCTORY LINES. 

Thy slaves ; yet, seek not to controul 
The freedom of the Muse's soul. 



She's free : — free as the breeze that bows 

The sturdy pine, and fragile rose. 

Free, — as the feelings fierce that roll 

Across dark Guilt's destructive soul, 

Which brave both heaven and earth's controul. 

Free, — as the Sons of Man, ere Sin 

Had found a place of rest within — 

Ere Ruin ruled them with the rod 

That sway*d them to a despot's nod — 



INTRODUCTORY LINES. 11 

Ere Tyranny a thro^^ had won — 

Ere Fraud and Force their state o'errun, 

And with rapacious fury swept 

The Treasure^ while its guardian slept. 

■ 

Like the swift scythe of Time effaced 
The lines that God's own hand had traced ; — 
Dimm'd the fair feelings of the mind, 
And left — naught but ^ wreck behind. 



I 
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STORM. 



The dark clouds gather round the sea-girt isle, 
And veil in gloom bright SoFs declining smile. 
The calm breeze sighs iii sadness; and its moan 
Is answered fi'om each cavern dark and lone. 
The shrieking sea-mew, o'er the billow skims. 
That with its rising spray each rock bedims. 
The Spirit of the Storm, hurls from on high 
The thunder of his voice. The dark-clad sky 



16 POETIC FRAGMENTS. 

Is riven of that robe of gloom and dread, 
By the fierce gleaming of the lightning red ; — 
Flash'd o*er the waters that terrific light ; 
Like liquid fire gleam'd the billows bright ; 
Boiling in rage, like hell's consuming flow 
Rushing in torrents o'er the space below I 



And now, the loud winds of the tempest sweep 
Along the troubled bosom of the deep : — 
More bright the lightning's glare the waves is flushing, 
More loud the thunder's pealing sound is rushing 
Along the shore, and o'er the raging main. 
Whose booming billows mock the sound again ! 
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And then, (>erchance a fedjful pause ;- — ^yet more^ 
More dreadful than the tempest's loudest roar- 
Comes on awhile ; — -yetj ruin still is free ! 
For the wild — ^hopeless— ^ry of agony • 
Perchance may then be heard ; whose horrid shriek^ 
The death-cry of some drowning wretch may speak. . 



On the bold billows to and fro is tost 
The once gay, gallant bark ; — ^her course is lost — 
The masts are swept away — ^her tow'ring pride 
Yields to the fierce wind's force and wild wave's tide. 
Her seamen fiBiint ; — around their hearts the feat 
Of death, is clinging wildly : — yet more near 

B 
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At intervals comes rushing the dread sound 
Of breakers, towards which their bark is bound. 
The mutter'd prayer — ^the burst of blasphemy — 
Blends with the Wast in one heart-rending cry ! — 
Like vice and virtue sailing side by side 
Along life*s stream, united by the tide. 
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CALM. 



The moonbeams kiss the gliding wave. 
That revels o'er the seaman's grave ; 
And seems to woo in wantonness 
The meeting of the moon's caress — 
We gaze upon those waters bright, 
Gleaming in the pale moonlight. 
And sigh, to think a scene so fair 
Should change to darkness and despair. 

b2 
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The moonbeams kiss the gliding wave ! 
There's light upon the seaman's graye. 
More flEur than ever Faith made shine 
Around her sainted patron's shrine : 
The ni^t winds chant his requiem, - 
And Heaven's tears are shed o'er him :'-^ 
And see ! — ^in that blue Heaven clear. 
Other bright beauties now appear ; 
Which, but for that soft, beaming ray — t 
That sooth'd, then stole our souls .away, - 
And bore them into worlds of bliss 



Had gain'd our raptured gaze ere this. 
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There's something in a moon-light scene, 
With cloudless skies; and air serene. 
That pictures Beauty's presence bright^ 
And wakes the soul to life and light ; — 
We gaze upon fair woman's face, 
What beauties there the eye can trace j 
We dwell upon her smile, and feel 
Its fervour (/er the senses steal ; 
Her voice ! — thy soul hath taken wing ; 
In vain may reason round it cling : 
Her voice ! thy soul hath gone astray, 
Lured by that soothing sound away ! 



52 POETIC FRAGMENTS. 

And even thus our thoughts will be. 
When in the moonlight rapturously 
We gaze upon the night's fair Queen, 
And revel in her smile serene — 
When the soft charm each sense hath won — 
And as we gaze her face upon, 
Entranc'd within the beaming rays 
Of beauties, that our souls amaze ; — 
Soft — ^as the music of a dream, 

A voice breaks on the wrapt soul's ear ; 
It glides upon each moonlight beam^- 

Tis Heaven^s own deep voice we hear^ 
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In vain — in vain Earth's thoughts may cling 

Around the spirit's soaring wing ; 

In vain :« — it has no thought — no fear — 

For aught on earth, however dear ; 

Its hope — its joy— its life— its light 

Revels in other worlds to-night ! 



Dream oki ! — and never wake again 



To sorrow, misery, and pain— "^ 

Dream on ! — dream oh ! — that world of blisa 
Can ne'er be realized in this. 



24 FOETIC FRAGMENTS. 



SIN. 



Link'd to the soul the thought you'll find, 
That claims: exi^nce with the mind, 
Which prompts the heart to cast aside 
The good, and in the ill confide. — 
^ffe know that misery and death 
Breathe from Sjn's pestilential breath, 
Deep sorrow to the soul while here, 
Death to its joys in higher sphere— 



i 
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We hear — ^we feel the warning voice, 
Hie way ia free, and niust our choice 
Twixt Heav'n and Hell admit of pause ?— 
Awake ! awake I 'tis Heaven's cause 
.That calk your. aid, and. claims your care;v 
The cause "of, God !— then, mortal, iiar« 
Ye dash the hope of Heaven by 
Without one tear — without one sigh ? 
Say, could'st thou over all controul. 
What would'st thou be without a soul ? — 
It is the very sense that streams 
Across thy mind's bewilder'd dreams — 
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It is the spell that spreads around 

Thy fame, wherever fame is found — 

It is thy being — giv'n to be 

A blessing, or a curse to thee ! 

Drink deep of dark Guilt's maddening bowl^ 

Thou canst net drown, fot* aye, the soul I 
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LOVE. 



" Lov^ thee! — yes, 
** I cannot love thee more nor less ; 
'' Ah ! no, no, there is naught can be 
'' Dearer on earth than thou to me. 
** £v*ry thought of thee which steals 
" O'er that soul, its joy reveals-^ 
« Every scene, however fair, 
** Is riaught to me if thou'rt not there I 



26 POETIC FRAGMENTS. 

" Love thee ! — ah ! yes, — you cannot doubt ; — 

" The world to me were dark without 

" Thy smile — thy love : — I could not stay 

^' Long, long on earth, did thy head lay 

*^ In its last resting place ; ah ! no, 

** With thee — with thee^ — ^my soul would go! 

" Chide -not these tears, — ^they flow for thee ; 

** Thou would'st not chide, could'st thou but see 

<< With what despair this bosom bled, . 

" E*en in a dream to see thee dead :— 

" Yes, Pietro, yes, had it been true, 

" That sight hadkill'd thy Cecca tool-^ 
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" Dost think that I could tamely bear 

" To gaze thy lifeless form upon ; 
" And live to shed the fruitless tear, 

** When all I lov'd on earth was gone ?. 
" Perchance, to hear thy memory 

" Curs'd.by the vofce that dooih'd thy death ; 
" And, all of joy that e'er can .'be ■ 

" My lot, fled with thy parted breath^?' 
" No — no, I feel this heart would break, 

*^ Thou gone, from whence its feeling grew ; 
" Its pulse — ^throbs — ^beats — for thy" dear sake, 

" That broken — it inust perish too!"— 



30 POETIC FRAGHEXTS. 

He gazed — he felt — ^who could not feel 
Such fenrour o'er his senses steal ? 
He gazed — his heart was full ; his eye 
Shone with those bright thoughts brilliantly^ 
That from the soul's recesses start. 
To wake the feeling of the heart. 
" My Cecca !" — swift the soft words stole 
Across the sadness of her soul, ! 
She raised her ftice, no longer there 
His eye could trace the cloud of care ;-^ 
4 faint smile o'er its surface plays, 
Which soon expands 'neath the bright gaze 
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Of his dark eye ; — and, back came rushing 
The tide of joy, her pale cheek flushing ; — 
Which swept the last remaining trace 
Of &:loom and care from that fair face. 



If there are hours m life's brief space, 

Free, from all thoughts of care — of pain — 
With naught but sunshine on the face 

Of Time, whose form looks fair again ; — 
If aught can make our being dear— 

If aught of joy the heart hath prov'd — 
If there's a charm can bind it here — 

Tis when we love — and are belov'd J 



Jl FOETIC ntAGMEXTS; 

How joycMsl J the soft spell steals 

O'er the yovng feeling heart !-7-the soul 
Its d^>th of feding thai reveals. 

And braves the bondage of oontroal ! 
The heart — the heart for good or ill— r 

Is fetterM by a viewless chain ; 
And all, save that one thought is stitl. 

To love, — and be belov*d again ! 
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HATE. 



"His hate ! — ha ! ha ! yes. 



** I know, I know his hate ; not less 



« 



<( 



Is mine. — ^Thy Father's hate ? — ^my curse 
Light on his head ! — and, dreaded worse, 



■** May Heaven's curse with damning power 



^' Light on his soul in death's dark hour ! 



*' ^whate!". 
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He tore aside his vest 
Of soft chamois ; and, snatch'd in haste 
A silver chain, which might have graced 

Some relic by religion blest : 
Around his neck the fair chain clung, 
And from its links a bullet hung. — 
" See'st thou this leaden amulet ? 
" Methinks there's blood upon it yet ; 

4 ' 

** A Father's blood — I saw it flow — 



(( 



Curs'd be the hand that gave the blow ! 



*' I've sworn — 'twas o'er his dying bed, 

*' The hand I grasp'd was red — blood red — 



« 
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That death — death, should the deed repay 



** Of him who forc'd that life away ! 
" Again — ^again — ^may Heaven's ire 
" Light on his soul ! — it was thy sire. 
" His hate !'' 



c2 
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PARTING. 



She sprung — she sunk in his embrace, 
A moment gazed upon that face ; 
Bow*d her fair head upon his breast, 
Yet spoke not — ^sigh'd not — yet express'd 
On her pale face was seen the spell 
Of sorrow, more than tongue could tell. 
The tears are o'er her pale cheek stealing. 
The sadness of her soul revealing ! — 
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Like those bright drops of deep regret 
Shed by the dark blue violet, 
When evening dews its beauties steep, 
And rude winds o'er its stillness sweep ; — 
** Farewell !" — at length that word was rung 

From her soft lips' scarce parted space ; 
" Farewell !*' — she raised her head and clung 

Yet closer still in his embrace — 
One arm around his neck is flung, 
Her dark eyes rest upgn his face — 



The farewell on her lips still hung ; 
His lips have swept it from that place- 
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Mix'd with the sweet breath of the sigh 
That left her soul reluctantly ! 
** Pietro ! " — ^he answer'd not — despair f 
She started — gazed — he is not there ; 
She listen'd — the retreating fall 

Of his fleet footsteps met her ear ; 
Her soul hung on the sound — 'twas all 

She now had left of one so dear ; — 
She listen'd — but that sound had flown^ 
And the was left to weep alone« 



POETIC FRAGMENTS. 39 



RAGE. 



In sullen gloom had Pietro stood 
Like a dark tree by mountain flood, 
"While by degrees is borne away 
The earth that must its falling stay ; — 
At length, its last support is gone. 
The heedless stream still rushes on — 
It totters — falls — it meets the tide, 
And dashes its rude waves aside ! 



40 POETIC FRAGMENTS. 

Awhile he bore his foes' deep scorn : 
With madd'ning rage his heart was torn ; 
He spoke not ; yet his frenzied eye 
Flashed, as the flame when storm is nigh I 
Convulsively he grasp'd the stock 

Of his slung carbine ; from his side 
Hath wrench'd it with a sudden shock — 

What may that frenzied look betide ? 
Great God ! his hand is on the lock — 
His aim was seldom known to err — 
And now, his father's murderer 

Before the levelled gun's mouth stood : 
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One fearful bound — too late to save — 
With frantic force the victim gave — 

The carbine rang — the crimson blood 
Stains the rude rocks : no parting groan 
Bursts from his lips his fate to moan ! — 



42 POETIC FRAGMENTS. 



SKETCH. 



The Morn is up ; that dawning smile 
Rests on yon Eastern point awhile, 
Then glides across the gloom of night, 
Tinging the scene with lucid light ; — 
Faintly at first the blushing ray 
Beams through the morning mist of grey, 
But fast expanding, soon is seen 
The mountain heights, and valleys green ; 
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And rocky and stream, and flow'r, and tree 
Start into life alternately ! 
Hail to the Sun ! his brilliant beam 
Is gilding valley, hill, and stream ; — 
How beauteous is yon mountain, now 
That stream of light has bathed its brow ! — 
Like smiles upon the face of sin,. 
Though all be drear and dark withia ! 



Yet still perchance, some precious ore 
May be conceal'd by worthless store ; 
Whence parted, purified with care, 
May prove to be some metal rare — 



44 POETIC FRAGMENTS. 

Nay, e*en the brightest gems that shed 
Their lustre round each kingly head, 
Have sprung from wastes as wild and bleak 
As yonder mountain's dreary peak. 



And thus it is with Man, though sin 
Hath darkened ev'ry sense within ; 

Yet oft concealed within his breast 
Some noble feelings still may rest, 
Which, yielding to some cause untried 
Before, now from the dross divide ; 
Shine in their native pureness free 
From all their late obscurity. — 
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The soul too, by some spell entranc'd, 

Silent and still, — fair thought enhane'd 

By noble sentiment, scarce springs 

Across its worldly wanderings — 

Within the winding deep recess 

Of Guilt, glides on in thoughtlessness ; 

And, if perchance Remorse should claim 
One holy thought in Heaven's name, 

How often is that claim denied. 

And the applier dash*d aside ? 



Can nothing rouse from lethargy 
That soul ; or wake to energy 
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One ray of recollection right, 
To cheer its dim and dreary night ? 
Say, must its beauties be conceaFd 
For aye ; and never be reveal'd ? 
Ah ! no, at last some heav'nly ray 
Shall sweep the dismal spell away. 



rOETIC FRAGMENTS. 47 



DESPAIR. 



How often is the tranquil lake 

Bound by those bitter spells, which break 

Upon its calmness — cold and chill — 

To bid the gliding wave be still ? 

The struggling wave for liberty, 

May soothe awhile its enemy ; 

Or, aided by some friendly breeze, 

May long resist the pow'r to freeze ; 
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But fainter comes the friendly blast, — 
The failing stream must yield at last ; 
Again it strives — but strives in vain — 
It melts — *tis but to freeze again ; 
And seized within that icy grasp. 
It sinks beneath the chilling clasp ! 



Perchance, borne on the bounding wave 
O'er which the tempest loud may rave, — 
Or breasting battles' baneful tide, 
With glaring death on ev'ry side, — 
Some friend we love, with heart right warm, 
May be expos'd to steel, or storm. — 



POETIC FRAQMENTS. 49 

Or sickness may have thrown her thrall 
O'er one we love the best of all : 
Gaze on that face — it once was fair, 
But now, great God ! the ruin there ! 
Her pensive eye — its beaming hid 
By the fringe of its drooping lid — 
Her wasted form — ^the lines which streak 
The death-like paleness of that cheek, — 
Where joy once sat and smil'd at Fate, 
But now, all bare and desolate. 



• $ 



Feel ye not then the thought that throws 
Its chill as o'er thy soul it flows ? 

D 
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Which bids all other thoughts be still ; 
And chains the heart, the soul, the will : 
That feeling by despair confest. 
Which gains the mastery of the rest ! 



FOETIC FRAGMENTS. 51 



RECKLESSNESS. 



^* Welcome I doubly welcorate, sweet, 
** Art thou to this wild cave's retreat ; 
** Though often here before we've met, 
"** I never felt thy presence yet 
** More welcome to this gloomy soul, 
" O'er which the waves of passion roll.— 
f ^ There is a dread and dark suspense 
*^ Seems clinging round, heart, soul, and sense* 

d2 
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" I felt — its shadow lingers still — 
" A maddening thought within ; — free will 
" Seem'd fetter'd by some fiend that clung 
" Around it, and fair feeling rung : — 
** A deep voice, seem'd to whisper — ^holdl 
" The words may not to Ihee be told : — 
" I strove with .desperate force to win 
" That feeling from my soul within ; 
" It would not to my efforts bend, — 
*' In vain I strove that thought to rend; 
" And curs'd — in bitterness of heart — 
" The spell from which I could not part. 



POETIC FRAGMENTS. 53 



<i 



Enough of this : — ^tliy voice dispelled 



•* The gloomy thought my soul that held. 
" Twas not to tell thee what I feel 
** When thoughts of guilt across me steal, 
" That I besought thy presence here, 
** Awhile this cavern's gloom to cheer ; 
** And calm the wildness of thy fear, 
" Thy Father and his dastard band 
** Of brawlers, are not yet at hand ; 
" I left them far o'er wild and waste 
*^ Ranging the rocks in headlong haste ; 
" And, but for their wild anarchy 
** Perchance I had not been with thee ; 



{ 
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" I heard their cries of vengeance, long 

*' Before I mark'd the rushing throng ; 

" Fled from the foe — but not through fear — 

** And flew to meet thy presence here.— 

" Yet, much I fear some friends lie low> 

" I heard the death-shot ring below, 

" And mingled shouts — and clashing steel— 

** Did tokens of the fight reveal ; 

" And back to join the fray I rush'd, 

** But soon the sounds of strife were hush'd; 

** For what could friends, tho' firm, yet few, 



** Avail against that lawless crew ? 
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<* I would not then — ^with hasty speed — 
** Have left those friends alone to bleed, 
** But scatter'd far and unprepared, 
*' I deem'd 'twere madness to have dared 
*^ With scanty band to brave the force 
" Of numbers, in their headlong course ; 
** So fled : — but soon the daring foe 
** The vengeance of this arm shall know ! 



" Cecca ! I need not tell thee nofio 
" How deep the burning love that stole 

*' Across this heart "for thee ;— thy vow 
*^ Binds heart to heart, and soul to Soul ; 
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" Thou gav'st it unrestrained and free — 
" And well I claim'd that vow from thee, 
" For whose dear sake I could forget 
" The oath to which my soul "was set. — 
'* Yes ;— oft that oath has been forgot— 
" And I have felt — it matters not : 
" Thy Sire this mom with bitter hate 

" Convey'd in words I might not bear, 
*' Awoke the thought that slept of late, 

" Yet even then thy love was there I 
** Yes — o'er my heart the thought of thee 
** Broke bright amid its agony— 
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*< Check'd in its course dark passion's tide^ 
'' And turn'd the fatal aim aside. 



" And now, their vengeance fierce will sweep 
** As lightning o'er the troubled deep : 
" And let it come ; what boots it now, 
*' I love — and am belov'd, the vow 
" That binds us thou wilt ne'er resign, 

•s. 

" And come what will — ^thou'rt mine— thou'rt mine ! 



" Conceal'd within the wilderness 



<' My home shall be this dark recess, 



«A 



M 



«« 



U 



a 



it 



Riag vitk tkdr crj of vcBgcaace deqp: 
Heie will I loitlidr nge to !■«¥«, 



Hnri back tbetr hate, or — here mj grave f 
Andy with thy brighi and beaming smile 
To cheer this lonesome cave awhile. 



*' Content I can endure its gloom, 
** And — hated — curs'd — yet bless the doom' 
•* Tlittt drove me here, for without /Aee 
*' E'en heav'n itself were dark to me I 
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" Yes, — ^here to feel thy love's deep power, 
" Now dark'ning clouds around me lower, — 
** To feel that power's soft controul 
'' Soothe the wild tumults of this soul, 
" Were bliss — for which I could resign 
" All other joy that cah be mine I" 



60 POETIC FRAGMENTS. 



FASCINATION. 



So coil*d within the sheltVing brake, 



With dire intent reclines the snake ;* 



The timid bird is hovVing round, 
By that fix*d glance of brilliance bound ; 
At first with cautious wing it plays 
At distance round th' enchanting rays, 



* The Rattlesnake, supposed by Naturalists to attract its prey by the 
fascinating power of its eye. 
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But nearer, and more near, at last 
Its charmed wing approaches fast ; — 
More faint it struggles to be free — 
More fair appears its enemy — 
Which, fix*d upon its purpose dire, 
Lures with proud crest, and eye of fire« 
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SKETCHES. 



Her lips are mute : — yet feelings flow 
From the recesses of her heart ; 

And rushing o'er her features, glow 

In gladness, lit from rays that start 

From Hope*s rekindled beams again, 
Which dart across her hour of pain. 



Her lips are mute t — it needed not 
-The aid of words to speak ; for now, 
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Those thoughts the ear had soon forgot. 

Are written on that burning brow — 
Are flashing in the fervent light 
That fires her eye of brilliance bright. 



Her lips are mute ; and, fast away 
From her fair face the flush is flown — 

The light which made the ruin gay 
Hath lefl that spot all dark and lone— • 

Deep shaded by the clustered hair 

That clings around her forehead fair* 
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Her lips are mute : — ^her beaming eye 
Is shrouded by its drooping lid, '' 

That lowers o'er it languidly, 

Till in the shade its beams are hid— 

The soft spell o'er her senses creeps 

In calmness ; and she sleeps — ^she sleeps ! 



She loves ! — ^how much is there express'd 
In those short words; she loves ?^ihow blest, 
Or curs'd, those thrilling words may be, 
Teeming with joy or misery ! 
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She loves : — ^her young heart owns the sway 
Of spells, that have not all been joy, 

The brightest smiles of Heaven, may 
Be clouded by the earth's alloy ; 

And Love's fair mom, tho' clear and bright, 

May lose the beaming of its light. 



She loves ; — aye, well and warmly loves— 
With passion's purest, brightest flame, 

That fades not — fails not — but which proves 
In storm and darkness still the same ; 

A beacon o'er life's ti*oubled stream — 

A ray that lights youth's early dream— 

E 
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The life-spell of the soul and heart. 

From which their brightest moments start. ! 



Twice have his parted lips essayed 

To speak ; yet still the sound was stay'd ; 

" Cecca!" the feelings of his breast 

Rush'd headlong on, and choak'd the rest : 
*' My Father !" 



With a hasty stride 
He quickly gain'd the maiden's side ; 
Gazed fixedly a moment's space 
On her dimm'd eye, and pallid face : — 



« 



POETIC FRAGMENTS. 67 



Thy Father ! — once I had a child, 



**' But she my doating love beguil'd ; 
*' Drove deep in this confiding heart 
*^ Ten thousand stings ! — I'd rather part 
** With life itself — without one sigh — 
** Than live to see her treachery ! 
** She was the only flow'r that twined 
*' Around this aged stem ;— confined 
*' And shelter'd from the bitter blast, 
" I deem'd its bloom would longer last— 
*^ But curses light upon the fate 
** Of him who dimmed that bloom of late !^ 
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" Hark !"— 

Faintly on the breeze the ciy 
Of distant voices rushed by ; 
And dimly through the twilight seen. 
Dark forms appear*d the rocks between ; 
So indistinct, that stranger's eye 
Might deem those passing forms on high, ' ■ 
Some straggling herd of wild chamois, 
Roving in mountain liberty : 
Yet well could startled Pictrb mark 
Those forms, though indistinct and dsurk. 
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With eager gaze absorb'd, intense^ 
In deep and agoniz'd suspense, 
The maid stood fix'd with wilder*d fear. 
But soon the thought of danger near 
Recaird her from that trance ; — " Away ! 
** Fly. from this place, 'twere death to stay^ 
** And foes so near — thou yet may*st save 
** Thy life — this spot will be thy grave 
** If thy devoted form is seen — 
" Why lingerest thou with thoughtless mien ? 
** Hark !•— heard'st thou not their battle-cry 
** More near ? Fly — if thou lov'st me — fly." 
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" Fear not for me," he calm replied^ 
'Mn safety now I seek thy side, 
'^ Secure within this mountain cave 
'^ I can their utmost efforts brave; — 
** Dispel those fears — to us alone 
'^ Is the dark cavern's shelter known ; 
'^ These dark rocks and the deep ravine 



ti 



Secure us ; nay, thy grief resign. 



" Lest the loud wildness of thy fears 
" Should be o'erheard by other ears." — 
Scarce had his lips the sentence spoke. 
When from the neighbouring thicket broke 
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A flashing flame — a fearful sound — 
He reerd and fell ! with frantic bound 
He sprung upon his feet again, 
Retum*d the fire — and not in vain,— 
For rose the cry of rage and pain — - 
Then, with the effort bleeding fell, 
While ringing from the darksome dell 
Again the death-shot whistled nigh. 
From foes unseen, yet closely by. 



ConceaFd behind a jutting rock. 

That broke the force of bullets' shock — 
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Too faint to stand, he on his knee 

Hath raised himself — and desperately 

Has to the frantic maiden flung 

The pouch, that from his shoulder hung ;— 

" Haste — charge these carbines — ^haste, I feel 

*' A sudden faintness o'er me steal." — 

Unequal is the murderous strife — 

Each hissing ball with death is rife ; — 

Fast from the dell the flashes spring, 

Again the death-shots loudly ring; — 

And eagerly some daring hand 

Strives for the height, which may command 
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The entrance of the sheltered cave — 
'Tis gain'd !— ^that spot is Pietro's grave ! — 
Undaunted still — his carbine raised — 
But ere the death-fire fiercely blazed — 
A bullet from the foe had grazed 
Fair Cecca's cheek — and fractured deep 
Her lover's arm with fatal sweep : — 
Flash*d with revenge his flaming eye ■ 



His senses fail — his foe is nigrh — 



With mingled voice of pain and ire, 
" Revenge me, Cecca — aim, and fire !" 
What shout so loud and wildly rang, 
As through the air that bullet sang ? 
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Whose victim's cry the life-blood's gush 
Choaks with its deep and deadly rush — 
Twas Pietro's dying voice that rose, 



'Mt is thy Father's blood that flows ! 



it 



Like the fell lightning's blasting stroke, 
Those, fearful words flash on her soul ; 

And Reason, in that wild shriek broke 
The bondage of its bright controul. — 

Her senses sunk beneath the shock, 

And headlong on the blood-stain'd rock 
In agony she fell ;— 
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The murderous band who gathered round, 
Have raised her bleeding from the groUnd, — 
They deem'd dark death her senses bound, 

So deep that lifeless spell. — 
But see ! she moves — sighs — ^breathes again ; 

Wakes — ^wild and fierce those dark eyes glare ; 
That, fired — fix*d with frantic strain. 

Flash with the frenzy of despair ! 
And mark that glance — ^the madness there ! 

The wandering wildness of that brain ! 
" Pietro— Pietro '."—Wildly she clung 
Round the dark form that o*er her hung ; 
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" Spare — spare him; Pietro! — ^Father! — ^no! — 

** No, no, — away ! it is not so : 

** Blood — blood away ! away ! away ! 

'< I hear their murderous footsteps near, 
•** Fly, Pietro, fly! — ^haste, do not stay — 

** Thy foes — thy foes are lurking here^ 
** Away!"— 

- Swift as the rushing tide 
That dash'd along the moutain's side. 
She rose and sprung ; — they strove in vam 
To soothe her, and her course restrain : 
Hark ! — wildly o*er the stillness stray 
Her far-off cries — **Away ! away !" — 
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There's light within yon cottage wall, 
Faintly its waving flashes fall 

Upon a lowly bier ; — 
No mourning friends are weeping round 



Those cold remains, by Death's hand bound — 
Still — still, that lonely room ; no sound 

Of sorrow meets the ear. 
And see ! — that pale, pale face — Despair 
Still seems to rest — to linger there ! 
God, — God ! could not Death's hand erase . 
The mark — the curse — of that dark trace, 
Deep'ning the death-spell of that face, 

But for its bane how fair ! 
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Yes, — yes, — ^the form which yonder lies, 
Whose deep death-dirge the night-wind cries. 
Had — ^but for those curs'd marks which fill 
That frenzied face — looked lovely still. 



Why comes no sound of sorrow on 

The breeze, to mourn the soul that's gone ? 

The bitter groan — the sadden'd sigh — 

To tell the mourners' agony ? 

Are there no hearts to grieve — to feel 

One parting pang across them steal ? 

Or is their grief so deep, and lone. 

Ye may not hear its wailing moan ? — 
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That inward pang of speechless wo, 
Which more than outward sign can show. 



No more on earth her soul can feel 
That consciousness which can reveal 
The crimes, that must awake to pain 
The thought that may not sleep again ;* 
Which maddens with despair the brain — 
And makes Vice wish in bitterness 
His state below were more or less ; — 



* " The thought that ne'er shall 8l«ep again."— Byrok# 
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More happy, better, brighter, free 
From maddening pain, and misery ; 
Or less, that sense of sotU and sin 
Might never find a space within ! 
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TURKISH OAZZEL. 



RoocHSN, or the " Brilliant," was the name of i 
beautiful female ilave, presented to the Sultan Mustapha. I. 
bj his mother. The moment the Sultan gazed on the glow- 
ing cheeb, and eoul-suhduing dye of the besuteouB slave, 
he felt eraotiona to which he had hitherto been a Btranger. 
His soul centertd in the gaze with which be regarded 
her : he beheld the Houri of hia im^ination — the heaven 
of his earthly hopea] Unlike the dazziing beauties of 
his Seraglio, " wooing the caresa," she stood still aa some 
beauteous flower, unbent by the breath of the breeze ! The 
Sultan approached her with diffidenee^ and gently taking 
the hand that aeemed unconsciouE of the action, exclaimed 
nith a voice of tender emotion, " Roucben 1" — Cold as the 
ble of a ftoisen fount was the hand of the maiden, — 
Bi the drooping lily grew the cbeek that ed lately 
I Mtvied the briEhteat tints of the blUBhing lose; while. 
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starting from her eyes the tear-drops fell ; and, as they 
flowed o'er her now pallid cheek, seemed as the dew-drops 
stealing from the dark-fringed qrpress, bathing in their 
course the marble monument beneath 1 Surprised at con- 
duct so strange — so unexpected — ^the Sultan addressed her 
as follows : — '' Dearest Rouchen, whence is the sorrow of 
thy soul ? Behold the Saltan of the East, whose will is 
law, bending before thy beauty t — Let the stream of thy 
sorrow be dried up by the burning love that consumes 
my heart 1 — Mustapha, at whose name the nations tremUe, 
woos thee to his arms ! Thou alone shalt reign the supreme 
of his affections — ^the Sultana of his soul 1 Speak, and let 
thy willing slave share thy sorrow and thy love." Soothed 
into confidence by the sound of his endearing voice, the 
maiden confessed that she loved another — that the object 
of her affection was the Chamberlain of the Sultan's house- 
hold — ^and, that the affection was mutual. The Sultan 
stood fixed with astonishment. Accustomed to have his 
every wish gratified, he for the first time felt the insuf- 
ficiency of his power to compel what he had hitherto 
received with such willing submission. For awhile he 
seemed under the influence of some internal strug^ ; 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 85 

but quickly recovering, addressed the fair slave in a 
voice of the deepest sorrow : — " Rouchen, thou shalt be 
happy; but Mustapha — miserable!" Then sending for 
his Chamberlain, he presented him with the fair Rouchen, 
at the same time appointing him to an office of great 
honour : after which, in order to soothe his sorrow, he 
employed himself in composing a " Grazzel," or epistle in 
Turkish verses, lamenting the fruitless love he bore the 
beauteous slave : — 

RoucHEN ! 1 have given my heart to thee, 
And fain that heart would still with thee remain ; 

But thou hast scorn*d it ; and it may not be — 
With sorrow then I take it back again. 



I have parted from thee, and for ever ! 
And hope, love, joy, all — all I must foreg 
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Rouchen — dearest Rouchen ! — ^never, nerer 
May sorrow sad as mine thy soul overflow ! 



And must I lose thee, my fair slave ? Ah ! yes, 
Thy happiness is dearer than my peace ; 

Another (sad, sad thought) thy love shall bless ; 
And what from sorrow can my soul release ? 



Sweet Bulbul ! I can hear thy soothing voice 
Breathing its music in that mournful strain ; 

Hast thou too lost the dear love of thy choice ? 
She may return — Mustapha mourns in vain ! 
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Minstrel of love ! perchance thy deep, clear song 
Thrills through the soul whose love is not for me — 

"Would the soft breeze that wafts thy notes along 
Could whiisper in her ear my misery ! 



What do I say, my misery ? — ah no, 

My dying hOpe would ne'er to her bequeath 

The gloomy thoughts of misery that throw 
Around my joyless heart the cypreite wreath. 



She lov6s — she loves another !-r-and too well, 
For me to hope that aught on earth can part 
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That first, deep, changless, soul-enchanting spell 
Which Fate hath woven .round her youthful heart. 



And she is happy — ^why should I repine? 

Be still, my throbbing heart and rebel will, 
Would ye reclaim what duty bids resign ? 

Ill would ye then the Prophet's law fulfil. 



Then fly, my soul, the spirit-stirring thought 
That fondly to thy fancy still would cling ; 

Free, free thyself from gloomy visions, fraught 
With darksome clouds that dim thy wandering. 
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Rouchen is happy ! — blessed words that soothe 
My spirit with their healing balm again ; — 

Mahommet ! grant that thus her life may prove, 
And Mustapha his sorrow will restrain ! 
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SERENADE. 



Awake ! there is light, love, 

On flower and tree, 
Yet all that looks bright, love. 

Is naught without thee ; — 
The charm of the hour 

Is vain to beguile 
My heart with its power, 

Unblest by thy smile I 
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By the soft beam that glides 

0*er the mountain and stream — 
By the soul that confides 

In thine eyes' loring beam— ^ 
By all that is fair 

In the heaven above thee^ 
Sweet maiden, I swear 

That I love thee ! — I love thee ! 



By the light of the smile 
Thy beauty revealing, 

My heart to beguile 

And awiike its best feeling — 
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By thy pitying tear 

When sad sorrow shall move thee, 
While this soul lingers here 

It must love thee— oh love thee ! 



Awake ! there is light, love. 

On flower and tree. 
Yet all that looks bright, love, 

Is naught without thee ! 
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TO 



I HAVE thought of you much since we parted, 

And wish'd for you every day, 
And often the sad tear has start€!d, 

And often I've brushed it away ; 
When the thought of thy sweet smile come o'er me 

Like a sunbeam the tempest between. 
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And the hope of thy love shone before me 
So brilliantly bright and serene, 

I remember thy last vow that made me 
Forget all my sorrow and care, 

And I think of the dear voice that bade me 
Awake from the dream of despair. 



I regard not the gay scene around me, 
The smiles of the young and the free 

Have not now the soft charm that once bound me, 
For that hath been broken by thee ! 

And though voices, dear voices are teeming 
With friendship, and gladness, and wit. 
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And ^ welcome from bright eyes is beaming, 

I cannoty I cannot forget — 
I may join in the dance and the song, 

And Utugh with the witty and gay, 
Yet the heart and best feelings that throng 

Around it — are far, far away. 



Dost remember the scene we last traced, love, 
When the smile from night's radiant queen 

Beamed bright o'er the valley and chased, love, 
The spirit of gloom from the. scene ? 

And the riv'let how heedless it rush'd, love, 
From its home in the mountam away, 
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And the wild rose how faintly it blush'd, love^ 
In the light of the moon's silver ray : 

Oh, that Streamlet was like unto me, 

Parting from whence its brightness first sprung, 

That sw6et rose was the emblem of thee, 
As so pale on my bosom you hung. 



Dearest ! why did I leave thee behind me— 
Oh, why did I leave thee at all I 

Ev'ry day that dawns only can find ine 
In sorrow ; and though the sweet thrall 

Of my heart serves to check and to cheer me 
When passion or sorrow have sway, 
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Yet dim to my soul seems all near me, 
Whilst thou, my life's light, art away ; 

Believe me, I'm still what you found me. 
When we met in the grove by the rill, 

I forget not the spell that first bound me. 
And I shall not, till feeling be still. 
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STANZAS, 



ON HEARING A FAVOURITE AIR. 



Yet once again — yet once again — 
Renew that soul-enchanting swell ; — 

Twill serve to soothe th^s hour of pain, 
And calm the thought, words cannot tell. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. ^99 

Thy harp ! thy harpi whose soft tones* thrill 
Wakes the bright feelings of my heart, 

That throng around its memory still, 
And never from its shrine can part. 



Oh ! I could list the livelong night 
Unto that lov'd and plaintive lay ; 

And dwell for ever in the Hght 

Of the bright smiles, that round me play. 



But no ; alas ! it may not be, 
The visiopg of my youth though bright- 
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And brilliant still in memory — 

Have vanish'd from my ardent sight ; 



And all that now is left me here, 
Is the remembrance of that dream — 

Which comes awhile my soul to cheer, 
And lighten up perchance a gleam 



Of joy, around this gloomy brow — 
Of peace, within my sorrowing heart — 

E'en the soft spell that binds me now 
Will soon be broken, and depart. — 
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Yet, once again — yet once again — 
Renew that soul-enchanting swell ; — 

Twill serve to soothe this hour of pain, 
And calm the thought, words cannot tell ! 
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TO 



Think of thee, Lady? — aay, touch not that string. 
For now its meLdy but mocks the heart; 

Yet ever o*er the strain of life must fling 

Its magic ; and awake those thoughts that start 

9 

Like trembling echoes, faintly murmuring 

The music of the past ! — ^Think of thee ? — part 
The memory of the mind — set madness free — 
While reason reigns, thought lingers still with thee. 
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Think of thee ? — Yes, when the bright dawn of morn- 
ing- 
Like the first ray of hope — is faintly beaming • 

With chastened brilliancy, that, as a warning, 

Foretels of cloudless hours in sunlight streaming; — 

When the bright beam, fair Nature's face adorning, 
Lights into life her beauties with its gleaming I 

Wakes the gay Goddess from her rest again 

To woo the influence of the Day-God*s reign. 



Think of thee ? — Yes ; when evening light's declining ; 
And the dark gloom of night is softly stealing 



104 * MISCELLANEOUS FOEMS« 

O'er the last ray of fair light, faintly shining ; 

Yet, many a brilliant farewell-beam revealing — 
Oh, many a sad, sad heart is then repining ; 

And many a waking thought perchance appeal", 
ing— 
For thoughts that slumber'd in the noon-day will 
Awake, when all save the sad soul is still. 



Think of thee ? — ^I'ime — ^Time hath borne away 
Joy from this soul : — ^but thou ! — it may not be ; 

No : still thy smile can make the ruin gay- 
Like sunshine o*er a scene of misery — 
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The cherish'd beam of many a happier day — 

The light and curse, of this life's destiny ! 
Think of thee ? — Yes, till ruin rings the knell 
That warns the soul to take its last farewell ! 
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I'M NOT A LOVER NOW. 



The following Lines were sent in reply to a Lady, who taxed the 
Author with being in Love. The idea is taken Irom a production 
Vhich appeared in one of the " Annuals" some years ago. 



*Tis past — *tis past — the dream is o*er 
That mingled joy with pain ; 

The heart is wrecked upon the shore, 
And all relief is vain— 
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Lady, I cannot wake Love's lay, 

Nor breathe the tender vow ; 
*Twould steal my sober sense away, 

Fm not a lover now. 



I heed not now the melting theme 

Of sunshine, sighs, and tears ; 
The music of the mountain stream 

Is discord to my ears — • 
1 cannot sit and ** bay the moon,*' 

With night-dews on my brow ; 
I am not such a ** simple loon"— 

Vm not a lover now. 
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I cannot dine on " balmy air," 

I cannot " sup on sighs'* — 
I cannot '^ drink the dew-drops fair 

That fall from Flora's eyes ;— 
All that, no doubt, is very fine, 

/ thought so once, but now 
rd rather have a pint of wine, 

Fm not a lover now. 



IVe often breathed ten thousand vows. 



Of constancy and truth ; 
I once was nearly made a spouse. 
But proved a *^ fickle youth ;" 
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I used to sing the " Light Guitar," 

I have forgotten how ; 
And now I chant, " What fools men are/* 

I'm not a lover now. 



I've often told a thousand lies — 

I've vow'd grey eyes were blue — 
I've sworn this earth was paradise, 

And that my heart was true : — 
I have forgot these youthful tricks, 

And it is time, I vow ; 
I was last month just twenty-six, 

I'm not a lover now. 
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I've bask'd in beauty's beaming smile — 

I've felt Love's glowing flame — 
I've raved in Moore and Byron's style 



To many a youthful dame : — 
I once went mad for Lady T., 

It made a " horrid row ;" 
I was a stupid ass ! — N. B. 

I'm not a lover now. 



'Tis past — 'tis past — the dream is o'er 
That mingled joy with pain ; 

The heart is wreck'd upon the shore, 
And all relief is vain — 
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Lady, I cannot wake Love's lay, 

Nor breathe the tender vow, 
Twould steal my " sober sense** away, 

I'm not a lover now. 
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SONG. 



Where are those hours of love, 

0*er which the beam 
Of brilliant Hope brightly glow*d, 



Gilding the stream 



Of joy, that glanced gladly on. 

Gleaming in light — 
Where are those hours of love, 

Beaming and bright? 
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Where are the looks that broke, 

Breathing the spell 
O'er the soft yielding heart, 

Therein to dwell ; 
Spite of the dark storms. 

Around that may roll — 
Where are the looks that broke 

Bright o'er the soul ? 



Gone ; — never to return — 



Darkened and past-** 



u 
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Fied aie the homn that beam'd 



Too brigfat to last : — 



If in Oblmon's shade 



Thought coald find rest. 
Then, mi^ rememhrance be 
Tranquil and blest. 
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SONG. 



It is not thy beaming smile, 

Brightly that broke 
(Like the sun o er some lonely isle) 

0*er me, and woke 
Into life, love, and hope 

The bright thoughts of the soul. 
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Vainly striving to cope 

With Despair's dark controul ? 



It is not thy love-lit eye, 

Beauteous and bright 
As the star of yon cloudless sky^ 

Gladd'ning my sight — 
It is not thy voice's tone, 

Dear though it be — 
Nor thy form — nor thy face alone 

Binds me to thee ! 
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No : dear is that smile of love — 

Dear is the beam 
Of thine eye, as the light above, 

Brightening life's dream ; 
But the spell that has bound me 

Beneath thy controul — 
And makes all bright around thee — 

Is the light of thy Soul ! 
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